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evening, the faintly rustling trees, the moving
people, voices, music forcing from all of them a
gentle comfort and well-being that drew them all
together in general friendliness. In after days
these voices of the lost and ghostly past of this
moment would visit them again.

For Judith, as she sat perched on the bole of
the tree, a cloak over her shoulders, her shoes
shining in the dusk, it seemed to her, as it had
seemed to her a thousand times already, that life
was at this very moment beginning. She was so
happy that she should have been afraid, but she
was never afraid when she was happy.

* Reuben, tell us about France, Did you see
the King and Queen? '

But Reuben had very little to tell about France.
Something about Lourdes, where there was a
castle on a rock; state prisoners were sent there
by kttre$ de cachet, Here they died of despair
and misery. At Pau he had been shown the
cradle of Henry IV., which was the shell of a
tortoise. At Bordeaux he had seen Dauberval
the famous dancer. He had visited Versailles
and had seen men walking in rags of the direst
destitution* There was a wonderful botanical
garden there* In the Castle at Chambord he
had been shown the room where Marshal Saxe
had died. It was said that he had been run
through the heart by the Prince of Conti
in a duel. And so on* And so on. Little
things, unalive, related by him in his shy, hesitat-
ing voice so that, Will thought impatiently,
he turned everything to dullness* But how could